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brain and uncanny strength: no one dared to interfere
with him much : when a sentry tried to pull him out of
my room by main force, he put his head between the
sentry's legs and carried him away on his back.

From him I learned his master's history. He was a
Damad, the eunuch told me, that is to say, one of the
numerous sons-in-law of the Sultan ; and had been im-
prisoned for shooting his tutor, an elderly Colonel, who
had tried to restrain the havoc of his pupil's fascinating
eyes amongst the odalisques of the Palace. In doing so,
said the eunuch, he had damaged some valuable furni-
ture. Of course there was trouble about it. The Damad
declared that the Colonel had made improper advances
to him and that he had used his weapon in self-defence,
but there was a lady in the case who had been unable
to disguise the fact that someone had been tampering
with her virtue, and she had inculpated the Damad.
Had she been a common dancing girl the affair might
have been hushed up, but she was a present from an
influential Sheikh of Eastern Anatolia ; besides, the
Damad's wife had made a scene. So now he was ex-
piating his exuberances by three months' confinement to
barracks (not an unduly severe punishment, I thought)
with the prospect of a month's remission of sentence if he
behaved himself.

I awaited his return with interest. When he visited
me on Monday I suggested a little scheme to him whose
planning had whiled away some hours. I said that I knew
that Turkey wanted to make peace with the Allied
Powers, and that he and I might contrive to be smuggled
out of the country in order to negotiate an armistice. He
thought this a splendid idea.

I drew the longest bow I dared about my status in